Caught My Eye 


Author: Gunnerswithappetites 
Bands: Guns N Roses 
Characters: Axl Rose, Slash 
Relationships: M/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Het] 


Updated: Wed Apr 23 2014 09:58:26 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


H\'s a Quiet Life 


Author's Notes: 
Well, it\'s worth a try. Wish me luck with this story | guess.(: feedback would be appreciated! | know it seems 
depressing but it\'ll come together eventually! 


Izzy's PON. 


I'm not as active as | used to be. Hah, of course l'm not. | don't travel the world anymore. Come to think of it, 
I'm usually just cooped up in my home. It's an average size for the area that | live in, rather big house 
actually. I'm not fond of a big life, I'm more interested in the average American life actually. Too bad that my 
life is anything but average. 


My deep sleep was unfortunately interrupted by the never-ending high pitches shrieks of my alarm clock. | 


rolled over and tried snoozing it. 


"Fuck." 


| knocked it over. Of course it didn't shut up either. | groaned and sat up, then bent over to pick it up. 


Its been quite a while since | kicked my drug addiction. Since then, | haven't really been around people. | don't 


mind it, I've never really been the one to start most conversations. 

Well, now that I'm up, | guess I'll take a shower. 

| leisurely walk over to the shower and turn on the water. | step in and let the cold water hit my face. 

| don't usually like hot showers. | don't know why, but they don't suit me. 

| do all my business and dry off, then go back into my room to get some clothes. 

| get dressed and went down to one of my favorite rooms of my house. 

Or so | thought. 

| walked inside and my heart dropped. 

| haven't been in here in a while. Inside, were my guitars, and other instruments. Also, there were old 
photographs of the band that we took, our records, demos, sheets with the drafts to our songs. | haven't 


realized how much I've missed them. My family. 


| sat down in the room and cried. 


Breaking Point 


Author's Notes: 
Nm still kind of debating on all kinds of stuff for the story, so it might take a while to update. 


Slash's PON. 


| sat there quietly twiddling my thumbs. It's been a while now, and I'm getting pretty impatient. I've poured my 


heart and soul out to him and he hasn't spoken a word. 
"Do you understand my point?" | asked quietly. 


He did nothing. He didn't even glance up from the magazine he was reading. | don't understand why he reads 
those. They're all shit. We sat there in silence for a while more, and | finally broke it once again. 


| swallowed hard and tried to speak confidently. "I'm done." 


Still, no reaction at all. | stood up and glanced at him one more time. He didn't even move. | turned away, shoved 


my hands in my pockets, and walked out. 


| can't believe | just said goodbye to my best friend, my partner in crime, the singer in my band, for god 


knows how long. 

l'm not gonna look back. I'm not gonna give in. 

My eyes stung as | walked outside, thinking about if | made the right decision 

How did we end up like this? | thought that we would end up like the Stones! We weren't just a band, we were 
family. We hitch-hiked all the way to Seattle and back together, we lived together, we were always together. 
The problem was, we let the fame and fortune get the best of us. After we fired Steven, everything went 
downhill. If only | would've been there poor Steve when he needed me. Maybe | could've saved him. | wish we 
would've all cleaned up our acts. Maybe we could've been like the Stones. It was just never the same once 
Stevie was gone. You could tell that Izzy was gradually slipping away. 

| got in and started my car. 


What if | could've saved us? 


| leaned my forehead on the steering wheel. | blinked and a single tear fell from my eye. 


Could | have saved us? 


| shook the thoughts out of my head and wiped my eyes, then sat up and started driving. As | was about to 
pull into the busy street, | looked into the mirror and saw Axl, sitting on the bench outside with his head in his 
hands. He looked up and rubbed his eyes, then ran his fingers through his hair and sat up. Our eyes met 


through the mirror for the final time as | was turning out and drove away. 


